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hooks, and the calyx begins to open at the lower 
part, displaying the yellow corolla, which gradually 
enlarges, and it is sometimes more than half an 
hour before the flower bursts forth, which it ulti- 
mately does with a loud noise. The plant delights 
in a sandy soil, and is found wild in Warwick- 
shire, Suffolk, and near Liverpool. 

HEATH. 

( Erica.) 

Class, Ocfcandria. Order, Monogynia. N. O., Ericea. 

“ Where the wild bee comes with a murmuring hum, 
Pilfering sweets as he roams along, 

I uprear my purple bell ; 

Listening the free-born eagles cry, 

Marking the heath-cock’s glancing eye. 

On the mountain side I dwell.” 

Heaths are a lovely tribe of plants, and during 
this month large tracts of waste land are enlivened 
by the pretty purple bells of the fine leaved spe- 
cies, ( Erica cinerea), whose blossoms are now 
presenting a scene of wild delight, covering those 
large tracts which during the greater part of the 
year looked desolate and bare. 

“ Sweet fiow’ret ! from nature’s indulgence thou’rt 
cast, 

Thy home’s on the cold heath, thy nurse is the blast, 



L 9 L S L U £L ZL U 0 L 69 89 L% 99 S9 W £9 Z9 19 09 6S 85 IS 95 55 W 85 ZS IS 05 


HEATH. 


303 


No shrub spreads its branches to shelter thy form, 
Thou’rt shook by the winds, and thou’rt beat by the 
storm, 

But the bird of the moor on thy substance is fed, 

And thou giv’st to the hare of the mountain a bed.” 

To those pent up in cities for months what plea- 
sure it must be to rove over the wild common, 
and mark the wild heath flowers that raise their 
purple bells at every step ; what joy to hear the 
wild bee humming about the blossoms in search 
of the nectar hidden within their cups, and to in- 
hale the perfume of the “ lang yellow broom,” and 
golden furze, which are its usual companions. 

“ Flowers ! flowers ! who loveth them not ? 

Who hath his childhood’s sports forgot? 

When daisies white, 

And kingcups bright, 

And snowdrops, cowslips and daffodils, 

Lured us to meadows, and woods, and rills. 

And we wandered on 
Till a wreath was won 

Of the heath bells crowning the far off hills.” 

The stems of this little shrub are about a foot 
high, branched, with narrow leaves, three together ; 
the flowers are numerous, and form a terminal 
cluster of drooping purplish red blossoms. The 
branches make an excellent and durable thatch, 
and are used by the highlanders for that purpose as 
well as appropriating them for their beds, where the 
hardy mountaineer after his exertions, will rest as 



